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TEARS OF THE PILGRIMS. 



■e^^^M 




OW true that this world ** is a vale 
of tearsl " How many have to 
^Mj pass through ^' the valley of Baca ! " 
^ If we could see the marks which 
human tears have made, their impressions 
on the path of life would be numerous 
as the rain-drops on an April morning I 
The pilgrims of Qod are not a tearless 
band, like those bright and joyous ones 
before the throne. There, tear-drops never 
fall — for they have left the willows behind* 
and have *' come out of great tribulation, 
and have washed their robes and mA^ 
them white in theYAoodi qH ^^ "Vas^si.'''' 
Bat here, in tVi\B " v««iJLfc» \xo^\vsv%^^' 
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demesB," it is impossible to be tearless. 
God's people often 

" Wet their coach with tears." 

The productive causes of sorrow are bo 
nmnerona that, till these are remoYed, 
there maat be tearful eyes. Earth's 
pilgrim-way is rough, rugged, tiresome, 
and long: 

" UoTtal Bpirita tire and faint." 

A thousand things distress and weary those 
who are walking the Christian path. So 
day dawns, however bright and sunny, 
that does not bring with its dawning light, 
some event, some unlooked-for occnrrence, 
that presses &om them the reluctant tear. 
For though grace helps and ancoonrs those 
who are " going np ont of the wilderness," 
yet it does not destroy the nature of 
haaanitj. Ah, no I Tears art human. 
"Mff-t ars taertd. Tears are GtA'* w- 



PREFACE. 



Thi^ little hook was born in the year 
1868 J in thefunmce of affliction^ while 
the Author was passing throtcgh great 
social trials; and though its former 
edition betrayed a hurried and careless 
compositiony nevertheless, the Lord has 
condescended to bless it to many of His 
poor pilgrims. 

The book having now passed out vf 
print f and the AtUhor having had many 
applications for it from many of the 
Liord^s tried ones, he issues this New 
Edition with the hope that the words of 
comfort which were realised in the many 
trials of his own life^ may prove, 
through the power of the Holy Ghost, 
words of dimne consolation to many of 
the tried and afflicted family offcdth. 

Trinity Manse^ Chinnerahury^ W. 
May, 1883. 
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The tears of a contrite heart are often 
shed in secret, and are wiped a^ay by the 
hand that trembles in godly fear. They 
may fall in night's dark hour, when the 
shadows of e?entide conceal the evidence 
of the heart's contrition; or, the contrite 
one, covered with self-loathing, may re- 
tire at mid-day to some npper room, and 
shed there, in secret, the tokens and the 
evidence of that "repentance that needs 
not to be repented of." Bat though he 
shonld retire to some private shade, where 
no eye casts its glance of sympathy, or 
derision, yet even there, those tears could 
not fall " without your Father." His eye 
18 there — His loving eye, so full of sym- 
pathy, 

" Strikes through the shades of night." 

Poor contrite sinner! thy tears are all 
sacred to Jesus. They are a tresjsas.^ <^^ 
Him who wept at 'B^\Ja!KK3 , «cA V^x«^^«i^ 
/am, and reliance m Jwu^s »^Sf«tx«^^^ ^'<^^ 
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death they are all removed, " He puts 
them into Hisbottlc." Let thiecfaeer thee. 
They are His lean, aa well as yours, for Be 
caused ihem, Tbey came from jour eyesj 
bnt He tni pressed them from your Iteart. 
Eepoae on His great eacrifiee, and trust 
Him. Let your wounded heart shed Ita 
tears of Borrow over guilt and sin, and 
there ahall be "joy among the angele of 
G«d over one sinner that repenteth." 

Read aad ponder over Pealm li. 1 — 11. 
Let coDttite heaita "weep between the 
potch and the altar/' and shed their tears 
where Mercy speaks her pardon; for Jesus 
can wipe the tears away, even hen. He 
can and will speak peace and joy to Hie 
poor penitent weepers, evm here. 

Come then to Jesus, all ye self-con- 
demned contrite ones. His kind and 
loving hand will dry the weeping eyes, and 
pour oil on the wounded hearts. Do not 
wijMlhetearBauiayyouTHlf. Lelnohumatt 
\gl^<^ iheeyea which He hot moutmud. 
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He caQBed them, not so much to difitress 
you, as to save you, and to glorify Him- 
self. And if your poor sinful heart, 
wounded and bleeding, and casting its 
burden on the Crucified One, should express 
its penitence through the tear-drops of 
your eyes, then stand and weep at the grave 
of your sins, buried in the grave of your 
Substitute, and rejoice that they shall have 
no resurrection. Oh, let the fact that 
your pardon and your peace are sealed 
" fill you with all joy and peace in believ- 
ing," and bless God that you have even 
felt and shed the tears of true contrition. 
Let this contrition lead to holy decision 
and entire consecration to Jesus. 

"Oh! poor sorrowing one, God will not over- 
look the trembling of an eyelid, much less the 
falling of a tear; He will not despise the first 
companctions of the heart, much less now its 
deeper throes; He who is waiting to be ^^k»Rp5»» 
will not lose this giea\. o^"^ot*uq5S!^.i <2!t Xse^s^^ 
graoioaa; HewlioiBOTi\,\ie\wJfe.-^^\.^^^^^*^^^^^ 
prodigals will not tail to B«»fc^2toaa^'^^'^ '^ 
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bitter brine? where is the trembling lip of a 
mother to kiss it off 7 Father and mother are 
gone — ^she broke their honest hearts; genteel 
charity has sent a message, * I pray thee hare 
me excused/ and has sat down in her easy-chair 
to do some fancy work for a bazaar. Oar peni- 
tent is an outcast, loathed, scorned, and despised ; 
bat hang a stone, if yoa like, around her neck, 
sink her in the deepest chasm in the sea; and if, 
down in that salt flood there be the still Salter 
drop of a penitential tear, there will be the great 
Father*s hand to catch it, and the bottle in which 
He keeps the soaVs tears to store it; He would 
take that tear with Him in heaven, while He left 
unnoticed in the ocean's depth pearls of the 
rarest worth."— 72c». Phillip B, Fcwer^ M,A, 

" Why, O my soul I why weepest thou ? 
Tell me from whence arise 
Those briny tears that often flow, 
Those groans that pierce the skies. 

*' Is sin the cause of thy complaint, 
Or the chastising rod ? 
Dost thou an evil heart lament,* 
And mourn an absent Go'D \ 



* Or-Z)M« thou departed friet^^ww^^^** 



tra of Social and Spiritual Vicissitude, 

the cottage. There is some poor 
trhose heart is wounded and bleeding 
:h the coldness and estrangement of 
band's first love ! Those fervid 
ations^ raised in her mind on that 

and sunny morning when he took 
as a chaste virgin " unto himself^ 
been withered and blasted by his 
ery; and her devoted faithfulness 
en requitted by the cold chill of his 
)ed love. Ah, there is sorrow. And 
leps in secret, rather than expose 
7ho has violated his sacred vow. 
3SUS knows ! Cast all this care on 

)erhaps, some poor widowed mother, 
md wrinkled by the hand of time, 
ing in poverty and want, while the 
ng she has nourished with a 
r*s care, and ''trained up in 6he 
-e and admonition of the Lord9"ar 
9d in purple and fine linen, and 
9umptuonsly every day " ioi 
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of a mother's tender love — forgetful of a 
mother's care. There is this sorrow. And 
she is saying in her weeping solitnde^ '' I 
have nourished and broaght np children, 
and they have forsaken me." See how 
she lifts her imploring eyes to Him who 
is the '' Husband of the widow I" And 
while they are revelling in the midst of 
their worldly thoughtlessness and unpar- 
donable ingratitude, she is saying, *' Ob, 
that Ishmael might live before thee I '' 
These are the tears of a mother's wounded 
heart. Beader! are you a son? Comfort 
that mother's heart. This Jesus knows. 
Or, it may be, some amiable daughter, 
the ** pride " of the father, the joy of the 
mother, the ''rose of the family," the 
hope of the church, and the paragon of 
all that is chaste, loving, and holy, has 
become, in some evil hour, the victim of a 
vile deceiver, whose religious profeaaloxL^ 
and seductive Rong \i«:^^ ^<5R«^^^ Siosfc- 
child of beauty irom ** «sy^Tv^^*^«^'^ "^^^ 
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the Loi'd," and cast her, a poor hopeless 
victim, upon the coid charity of a einfal 
world — lost to home — to self—to Ike church! 
Oh, is it so? Yet Jesua knows. Ask not 
if there is sorrow there ! Pictare that 
home! Think of ihe sorrowing heart 
there. Think of the tears flowing (Awe. 
Think of the iigoiiising gi'ief of thai 
father — of thai mothe'r — of iiial family I 
And think of the deep sorrow of that 
poor rained child ! Who shall describe 
it? Oh, " the shame and confasiou of 
face ! " — the accasationa of conscience ! 
— the tide of sorrow that rolls through 
her restless heart! Tet Jesus knows ! 

Again, there is some poor gnilty 
prodigal, who has said to a loving and 
devoted father — " Give me the portion of 
goods that falleth to me;" and the toe 
indalgent parent, from the overflowings 
of his paternal love, has responded to the 
rash odA unwise solicitations, or wiptrioui 
^^^an^, of biB ffajward Boni ani^ia'ba 
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'^gone into afar country, spent his life 
with harlots, wasted his substance in 
riotous living/' and has now begun to be 
in wanti Years have rolled by, and the 
'' merry Christmas " has returned again 
and again, and the circle has been com- 
plete, Bare the empty chair of the prodigal 
son! But where is he? The empty chair 
excites the question, and the question 
asked excites a sigh; and the sigh and the 
reflection open afresh the wound, till the 
tide of sorrow rolls like a mighty riyer 
through the soul; and the tears flow apace 
as the poor parental heart thinks of the 
long lost Absalom! Tet Jesiu knows. 
Father, cast this burden on the Lord 
Jesus, and '^ He will sustain thee ! " 

Or, perhaps, there is some poor pilgrim, 
journeying along the road to heaven, who 
once '' walked all day in the light of His 
countenance;" sat at noon under ^' t\s5!t^ 
palms of Elim;" and m ^Jcife ^' ^^iS^x^ 
places/' drank of " tiiat iWet, ^iJclft >8^^^w«^^ 
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feeble radiance— so feeble that, like the 
glimmering light of the glow-worm, it 
sheds no ray across the darkened path. 
Day is turned to night. Joy is turned to 
sorrow. Elim is exchanged for Marah, 
and without the mystic tree, too. The 
roses that once edged his path are withered, 
and emit no fragrance. Faith sees nought 
but an empty bottle — a dried-up brook — 
a failing cruse, and a wasting barrel; and 
she flings herself down under the fruitless 
juniper, in her heart's despondency, and 
cries, '*It is enough; now, Lord, take 
away my life; for I am not better than my 
fathers." Oh, is not this sorrow? And 
will not this bring sympathy from Him 
who will not break '*the bruised reed, 
nor quench the smoking flax "? 

There are no tears more bitter than 
those that flow from the eyes of them 
who are walking under the cloud of «»^ax^- 

UAL DESERTION. T\i<^Vy£i^\aJ^^ ^^"^^"^^^^ 

darkness bring tTieft%aLTi^^'^- KcsA.^eos2«.^ 
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many who b&ye to " walk in darkness 
and have no light for » season." There 
are many who have to pass through the 
valley of myrtle trees, feel its gloom, and 
shed their tears in silence and alone. 

Bat let thosa weary ones remember that 
their "sorrow shall be turned into joy," 
their " monrning into dancing," and their 
" spirit of heaviness" shall have the " gar- 
ment of praise;" for there is "a Man 
among the myrth trees, dovm in the bottom " 
(Zech. i. 8). And that KTan is He who 
" u iovched with the feeUng of our infir- 
miOet." He, even onr precious Jesos, 
says, " Light t> joira /or the righteom, and 
joy for the upright in heart" 

Let thy poor heart then, secret weeper, 
cease its eorrow. Stay those flowing 
tears. Hold up thy weary head, pil- 
grim, and look towards Him, and thou 
shait hear His voice— Oh, so soft and 
gentle — "Lo, I am with you;" " Fear not, 
rrana Jacob; " ' ' My ptesenoe ^^ igi 
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with ihee." And these precious promises 
will dry the tears that wet the monmer's 
eye. For Jesu8 knows. 

Beaderl art thoa walking in the oypress- 
shades? Has the orient morning seemed 
to be followed by a d{»*k sunset in thy 
experience? Has the jabilant gladness of 
conversion's morning evaporated, or 
diminished into the dull monotony of 
formal worship and religious routine? 
Are " the ways of the Lord " less cheerf nl, 
less inviting, less attractive? Does 
religion seem to fail to yield that ** peace 
and joy in the Holy Ghost " it did when 
you first came to Jesus, and received His 
sweet kiss of pardon? And is thy poor 
heart sad^ and sorrowful, and wounded? 
Do tears stand in thine eyes?— tears that 
speak thy heart's deep grief? Oh, then, 
come^again to Jesus. It may be you have 
been '* following Him afar off." It may be 
you have been looking lato ^^^o^^^^^ss^ 
/OTluive lost Bight oiH.m. ^^^^^^^^'^ 
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forward, and jon have failed to follow Him 
closely. He has tamed some awne)" in the 
long pilgrimage, and you have lost sight 
of Him: hence your heart-sorrow — hence 
yonr teara. " Yoa go forward, bat He is 
not there; and backward, but you cannot 
find Him." " Still, He is near at hand, 
and not afar off." Seek Him yet again, 
and " He will be found of you." He may 
tebnke you for averting your eyes, and 
charge yon to follow Him more cloaely; 
still. He vill wipe the tears away which 
yonr own inconsistency haye produced. 
Oh, " cleave to Him with full purpose of 
heart," and you will have less heart-sorrow 
arising from this cause. You will have 
leas of those tears that are so bitter in 
their feeling, and so shameful as an 
evidence. 

Oh,pilgrim8of theLord! cleavecloseto 
Jesus, if you would have, in this respect, 
brij'ht and (eailess eyes. Tears there will 
^ ia the joaraej; bnt let theie \ia aiiuft 
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caused by your ineonstancy. Look to 
JesQB. Cleave close to Jesus. Oh, en- 
deavour to say with David, ''My soul 
foUoweth hard after Thee." Never leave 
hold <f His arm. Keep t?uit, however 
dark and starless the night. Then, let 
the day be gloomy, the night darkness it- 
self, and the fogs dense as densest Novem- 
ber day, so that no telescope can pierce 
the '* mists of the wilderness," yet, if thou 
art ''going up," and "LEANiNa upon thy 
Beloved," all is well — there will be neither 
spiritual desertion, nor the tears that flow 
therefrom. 

'* He *putteth our tears into His bottle* (Psa. M. 
8). Each one is c<mn^e<f— drop by drop — tear by 
tear; they are sacred things among the treasares 
of G-od. * I am detained/ said one, in the midst 
of prolonged pain and sickness, * to learn more 
and more of my Saviour's love to me, and the 
fellowship of His sufferings. It may enhance 
my happiness, perhaps, to all etesroife^*" — 
*' Victory WonP 

"Tried belieyer \ tV^ Viwi m^l't^^^'^^^^^^ 



CHAPTER III. 

TEARS OF TEMPORAL LOSS. 

" Weeping may endure for a night, but 
Joy oometli in tlie morning." (Psalin xxx. ft). 

'' Slie weepeth sore in the night, her 
tears are on her cheeks." (lAm. 1 . 2). 

Thebe may be some whose eyes have 
never known these tears. Their pathway 
has been so smooth, regular, pleasant^ and 
snnny^ that no storm has ever crossed it. 
The Sabeans have never fallen upon their 
cattle^ and cut off their flocks and herdsl 
— no destructive fire, *' all raging to de- 
vour," has consumed their **all." No 
Chaldeans have fallen upon their camels 
and taken away all their dependence. No 
'^ fire of Ood has fallen from heaven and 
horned up their sheep/* Their brook hat 
^erer dried op. They have nc^w «a.^i^ 



' TM.r% of Temporal Loss, 29 

a diminishing Oherith, whose bright and 
limpid stream daily evaporated, till its 
shallow bed was as dry as the arid desert- 
sand. They have never had to cast their 
empty bottle away, like poor Hagar, and, 
wringing their hands in despair, to ntter 
the plaintive moan, '^ Thou God seest me" 
They have never sat down, like poor Na- 
omi, deploring a wasted fortune, and 
exclaiming, ''I went out full, but the 
Lord brought me home again empty." 
No, these are strange things to them; 
they know nothing of these sad and 
painful losses. Their hearts have never 
been oppressed with this load, nor their 
eyes suffused with these tears. Their 
•* barns have ever been filled with plenty; 
their presses have burst with new wine." 
They have "dipped their foot in oil," 
"The lines have fallen unto them in 
pleasant places." ^' Their paths have, 
dropped fatness." " 'So l!Lo^\\wa^^»^^^^ss.- 
vaded their land at tYi^ oomva% Va ^\ ^<^^^^ 
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of, he sheds his teabs of temporal lo» 
silence, and alone. No eye is there to p 
It is known he is poor, but who, or whe 
he is, no one knows, nor cares. The b 
bustle of commercial life moves on, i 
heeds him not Once, or it may be tw 
a week, he hobbles down the old stairc 
to fetch a pennyworth of bread, or beg 
copper " of some sympathising heart; 
his stooping form, trembling gait, 
hoary locks, flowing in the winter's wi 
attract no attention. And he may, ] 
chance, see among the busy throng, a 1 
he knew in former days, whose n 
familiar associate was himself; yet uo^ 
is forgotten and unknown. He then 
turns to his home of poverty, and thi 
of other times, reflects upon the dayi 
his prosperity, and weeps awhile. 
Jesus knows. 

Poor man, thy home is sad and 
and the exigence of thy poverty ill r 
m'th thy irasted strengthl 1^ 
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thou in God." For if '' He is thy refuge 
and strength/' thy tears of pinching 
poverty shall yet be sanctified. Thy solitude 
and loneliness shall draw thee nearer to thy 
Gk)d. And the rery tears^ shed so pro- 
fusely over the grave of former wetdth, 
and joys, and hopes^ shall mingle with 
tears of thankfulness and gratitude that, 
while the earthly ** riches have taken to 
themselves wings and flown away/' yet the 
"sure mercies of David" are still thy 
portion for ever and ever. All things are 
yours, for ye are Christ's and Ohrist is 
God's. 

Oh^ poor aged man! let the tears of thy 
lonely poverty miugle with the tears of 
thy heart's gratitude, rememberiug that 
sanctified poverty is far better than un- 
hallowed wealth. Look at Nazareth! 

But this is only one instance. The 
world is ftill of these, though circumstan- 
tially diversified: yet a veil tmw% m^^^^v. 
Tbeae poor victims B\i^9L ^iJtv'etVt \&«^ ^^^^• 
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for they are reluctant to reveal their 
poTerty. An excusable pride, connected 
with a natural diffidence and modesty, 
which not even the most extreme exigency 
of the deepest poverty can conquer, is 
often found in the cellar and garret 
residents. Oh, the meagre forms of the 
once "respectable" and " genteel " that 
are found in some dark back rooms in our 
Metropolis tell sad tales of woe! Some, 
perliaps, have been the victims of their 
own folly and self-indulge ace, and have 
beenredaced to their present penury and 
want through habits of early prodigality 
and unpardonable extravagance. Bnt 
there are tens of thousands stOI, and of 
the most godly sort, too, who " fear God," 
and " trust in the name of the Lord," who 
are hid in the shades of their unavoidable 
poverty. Some of these stood once among 
the " well-to-do people," and received the 
cordial congratulations of their corapeew 
in (.he Oharch of Clivi&t, Vad os^iiiQ-^ \gL 
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removed from the Bethlehem of their 
prosperity, and dwell in some Moab of 
poverty, moistening the well-worn robes 
of former years with the tears of their 
bitter and lonely life. Tet Jesus knows! 

Bnt there is this consolation to those 
who fear God: Jesus knows all His "hid- 
den ones" Oh, there is no dark veil that 
can possibly conceal your poverty from 
Him, poor weeping, solitary pilgrim. He 
knows where " the expectations are cut off" 
He knows where His poor Jobs are stand- 
ing amid life's reverses, and with tearful 
eyes and heavy hearts, are exclaiming in 
pious resignation, '' T?ie Lord gave, and ike 
Lord hath taken away, llessed be the name 
of the Lord.'* There is no cottage, cellar, 
or garret, where lives the poor, careworn 
pilgrim, with hopes and prospects blasted, 
where He is not as " a very present help in 
trouble.** Oh, yes. He is <fc€re,^\:vfe\^^'' a\\ 
is £f(me,*' He is there, '^"het^ ^^ ^^'^^ 
broken-hearted pilgrim ia " aitiing w* *^^^' 
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cloth and ashes" and pondering over hia 
ruined hopea; and, lilce a peevish childj 
fretting over the shattered porfcionB oi 
some fragile toy, site and sighs amid th( 
tattered rags, which once covered him as 
" purple and fine linen " in the days of hit 
sunny life; yes, Jesus is Ihere too. 

Child of poverty! weep not for the los! 
of " thoie things that perish with the usingJ 
Weep not over those things which "mo// 
and rust doth corrupt," and " which thievei 
break through and steal," so long as yot 
have His presence, which is more than ; 
recompense, and His hlesBing, which i> 
tetter than life. He sees those tears ol 
yours, ahcd as they are in the closet ol 
your poverty, and unseen ns tbey are bj 
any human sympathetic eye. Dote not or 
the things of time; grieve not over th( 
silver and the gold that you have lost 
they have only changed hands, and the} 
who have them mast soon lose them, 
" Wisdom is better than gold." And if you 
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have Him in your earthly pilgrimage 
^*who is made unto us wisdom" you are 
**an heir of Ood and a joint-heir with 
ChrisL*^ Look therefore quite away from 
life's broken toys; — ^look right away from 
all the withered gonrds; — look far away 
from '/ all that earth calls good and great" 
np to Him '* whose are all onr ways/' A 
look upward will often dry the tears of 
poverty. A look upward will lead th^ soul 
to think over the *' goodly heritage " it has, 
and the mansion in the skies. Thus the 
eje, so red and swollen with the tears of 
earthly loss, shall grow light and glistening 
with a lively hope. Look upward, thou 
** bruised reed," to Him who can give thee 
bread in the wilderness and water in the 
desert. A sense of Jesus' presence here 
will sanctify the deepest poverty. It can 
make the cottage happier than the mansion. 
It can make the man of tattered rags have 
less of heaviness and tears than he who 
dwells in the " ivory palaces." Let Him 
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of yonr care." Erer remember 
it with courage, confidence and 
Jesus knows it all." Yes, He d 
He feels all His child's deep so: 
the fountain of His loving heart 
with the kindest sympathy. H 
bread and the water at His i 
" The cattle upon a thousand hille 
He can "send you help from the s 
and strengthen yon out of Zion.' 
it is for your good and Hie glor^ 
make your brooks to flow n™.*;- ■ 
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would empty yonr ** nether Bprings '' that 
you may come more frequently to the 

** upper." He takes away "the whole 
staff of bread/' and makes you " to sit in 
sackcloth/' that you may be brought to 
live more entirely upon '' the living bread 
that Cometh down from heaven/' and 
receive more readily that " change of rai- 
ment " that will prove " the garment of 
praise/' Oh, then, child of poverty, look 
up to Jesus, dry thy tears, and smile again. 

" The children had uow got aU the straw. 
Two of the youngest (not including the last 
corner^ lay huddled in one comer; and the third 
— a fine girl of seven— was partly undressed. 
She kneeled down on the flags beside her bed of 
straw, clasped her hands and closed her eyes, her 
chemise dropping from her little shoulders to her 
arms. And O! what a prayer did that child 
offer up to God ! The moment she began I pulled 
off my hat, and bowed down my head. The deep 
emotions that passed through my heart can never 
be expressed. I have heatdUioxx^wi^^^'tV^'^^^^^ 
and many of them from OcA'^ mo«5c ^xVt^^^'^-^^ 
vantB, hut none ever aftectedmeWV^^^V^^'^^^^ 



CHAPTER IV. 

TEARS OF BEREAVEMENT. 



" Jesus wept." (John xi. 35). 
" Mary stood at the sepulohre weep- 
ng." (John XX. 11). 

And is there one who has never known these 
tears? Is there one who has never stood 
for the last time beside the bed of a dying 
relative? Who has walked the path of 
life without seeing a single coffin enter his 
house ? or seeing a single grave open to 
receive one of his " olive plants " ? or it 
may be, " the delight of his eyes "? Oh, 
if so, he has been spared one of th' 
deepest sorrows that belong to our poc 
fallen humanity; — ^if there is one, th^ 
are not many. Few pass long wif 
being called to visit an open grave 
loliearea sad and heavy sigh «' 
oarled worth. And those wYio 
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not be the better for the exemption. For 
even the relative bereavements of our life 
have often a very sacred and sanctified 
influence over onr heart; and our spiritual 
life becomes mellowed thereby. The 
vacuum created by the death of a long 
loved one meets us at every turn, and 
makes us reflect And these reflections, 
occasioned by what has so deeply and 
painfully afiTected and aiSicted us, become, 
by God's grace, ''spiritual promotions;" 
and wean us from the things of this world, 
and make us think more frequently and 
soberly of "the world to come, and the 
life everlasting." 

And the tears we have sometimes shed 
on the cold, pale face of the departed, or 
on the hand of her who once grasped ours 
in responsive love, not only touch the 
face or hand that feels no more; but our 
own tears affect our own heart. The^ 
mellow, soften, and ^^«a\\»\ 'C^«^\c!i^^'^> 
through the influence ol QioSl^ ^^^ 
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tender, less earthly, and more sympathetic. 
Oil, yes ! the very tears we have dropped 
into the grave, opened to receive the 
" mortal remaine " of a beloved wife or 
child, father or mother, have never heen 
forgotten. "They were a spectach fo Ihs 
world, to angeU, and to men." Men wit- 
nessed them flowing; angels saw them 
fall; and God "put them into His 
bottle;" and now they ate "treaenred 
tears." 

Aud these moarning drops are seen on 
every hand. There is no city, no town, 
no rural village, where they are not seen. 
From Nonhead and Ahney Park, down to 
the most retired conntry village church- 
yard, " men go to their long homes, and 
the monmers go about the streets; " and 
the tears of sad and sorrowing ones wet the 
ground with their briny dew. Oh, there 
is no nook, no comer, no hamlet, quiet and 
retired though it be, and however sparse 
its population, where there ie not now and 
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then a mournful cavalcade, moving sadly 
and slowly to the silent tomb. 

But the tears of bereavement do not 
cease with those which are dropped, new 
and fresh, into the new made grave. No! 
"after many days" the tears may flow 
again. Ahj even when the moss has grown 
thick and deep over a mother's grave; — 
loving children will again repair to the 
sacred spot, and there, beneath the willow's 
waving branch, under the dark shade of 
the consecrated yew, or the mournful 
cypress; the eyes, which a few years ago 
shed their sorrowful flood upon the bright 
cofBin lid of a sainted and pious mother, 
again drop their tears in grateful memory 
over her grave whose maternal sympathies 
they felt in life's first dawn. 

Ah, you may see there, walking amid 
the tombs in yonder cemetery, a lonely 
man, with a little girl clinging to his 
hand, robed in the black of death! See 
him, pale and sad, walking up and down 
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amid the heaps of dnst that corer the 
' manBions of the dead! Now he Btands 
gazing at one of thoee heapa, sormonnted 
hy B little unpretending stone, with a 
simple epitaph attached — 




" TBB MEUOET OF THE JUBI IS BLESSED," 

And as he looks npon that monument, ( 
tribnte of his own bereaved affections, he 
sheds his tears again. Weeping memon 
calls up the loving past. And while ' 
ti/nks of her he once took to " tt\e a! ' 
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the Lord " — with whom he often " walked 
to the honse of Qod in company " — and 
then looks upon that little orphan girl, 
walking in her child-like simplicity by his 
side, thoughtless and nnreflective of the 
past, and in whose young eyes he sees the 
image of the one he loved, he weeps again; 
and tries with holy resignation to utter 
those words of Job, ** The Lord gave, and 
the Lord hath taken away, blessed be the 
name of the Lord." "Brother, sorrow 
not as those who have no hope. Jesus is 
the resurrection and the life, and He who 
has the keys of Hades and of death, says. 
They shall rise again." 

Nor is this a solitary instance. There 
is the home of a widow, where once dwelt 
all the peace and joyous plenty of her 
connubial life; but it is now the house of 
mourning; and she weeps over the loss of 
one who was once the partner of her days^ 
of her joys and BOtto^^. ^^ ^^ ^^^ 7^^, 
more. « He is uoV., iot G^^?^^ \j^^«^^^«^^^ 
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And though she does not ''mourn as those 
who have no hope/' feeling assured that 
he is " absent from the body, but present 
with the Lord/' "where the wicked cease 
from troubling, where the weary are at 
rest; " yet, she feels the deep loss she has 
sustained — the irretrievable loss. And 
when she reflects upon her slender and 
almost exhausted resources, her feeble 
health, her helplessness to procure a subsis- 
tence for her poor, sickly, orphan children, 
her spirit sinks within her, and she 

" Wets her conch with tears.** 

True, very true, the Lord is her portior 
** He is her Eef uge and Strength, a y& 
present help in trouble." And she I 
found Him so; and is willing and iorwi 
to make the confession, and to give a nc 
testimony to the praise of the glory of 
grace; yet she feels, oh, so deeply, so 
i^/jFS ^ie weight of this beroav 
^one bat the Lord knows tbeYiet 



Teara of Bereavement. 49 

of her cross. He doe8\ and that is her 
comfort. And in the ''night watches/' 
she thinks apon Him who so kindly says, 
** Leave thy fatherless children, and I will 
preserve them alive. Let thy widows trust 
in Me." And this is her comfort in her 
affliction. It is the healing balm of her 
wounds. It is the cordial of her care. 
She sheds her tears; but they sparkle in 
the sun-light of Ood. And Jesus wipes 
her poor weeping eyes in the dark hours 
of her widowhood, by giving her some 
sweet promise that is as '' the oil of joy for 
mourning." And under the sweet and 
loving influence of this, she exclaims, '^ I 
will trust, and not be afraid," for "Thy 
rod and Thy staff they comfort me." 

And from the days when Abraham and 
Isaac wept at the cave of Machpelah, over 
the mortal remains of the beloved Sarah, 
down to this- day, the tears of bereavement 
have marked the path^^^ ^iQL^51^^'^>sfia.. 
Over the graves ol fti^ ^w3ajk%^'o»-^'^'^^^'^ 
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the rich and the poor^ the high and thi 
low, they are shed. 'Tis nature's mode o 
telling her deep heart-grief for losses sh 
has sustained. And none should stay thes 
tears; it would be unkind; it would b 
unnatural. ** Jesus wept" (John xi 
85). Let nature weep over her rupture 
ties— over her heavy losses; only let thei 
be sanctified. Let us see to it, thai 
whether our mourning be for " an onl 
son/' — for "a wife of youth," or for 
father or a mother, the tears we she 
affect our heart, as well as our face, ] 
they wean us from the things of thi 
world, then they will do us good. 

If, therefore, we are called to shed thei 
tears, let us aim to have them sanctific 
to us. And they will be, if we look throng 
them to the promises of Jesus. If 01 
bereavements lead us to ** the God of ' 
comfort," '* who comforteth us in all 
tribalations/* they will do us more 
^Aaa barm. Out losses, tfcen, m\ 
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gains. Oar tear-drops, then^ will be like 
morning dew-drops that precede and 
foretel a sunny day. 0, poor bereaved 
one, is it so with thee? Art thou indeed 
bereaved ? Is the deep gash which death 
has made wide-open still ? Is the wound 
still bleeding ? Is the active, busy 
memory still calling up a long train of 
departed joys and pleasures you have had 
with those who are now no more? Well, 
there is One, so full of pity and of love, 
that He hears your every sigh, and sees the 
tears of your bereavement starting from 
your eyes, big and swollen with their long 
" night of weeping." ^' Jesus wept." 

And if thou, poor bereaved one, art 
sighing and crying in thy desolation; and 
sobbing as thou lookest on thy loneliness, 
look up to Jesus. He visited the sisters of 
Bethany, and He will visit thee. He has 
lost none of His sympathy by the eleva- 
tion to which He is raised* "R^v^^k^ 
same jesterday, to-Aai^, ^cvS. V>rt ^^^' 
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upon the oold charity of a selfish world, 
and shivering in the chilling winds of 
earth's stern winter, "without father, 
without mother,'' a homeless wanderer left 
on the world's highway; — ^yet, if thou art 
looking up to Jesus in faith and patience. 
He will speak words of comfort to thee. 
He will say to thee — " Come, poor child," 
*' In all thy ways acknowledge Me, and He 
will direct thy steps." Oh, poor orphan 
boy, pensive and sad, art thou singing — 

•* I nevet knew a mother's love " ? 

Look up to Him, and say, ^* My Father, 
be Thou the Guide of my youth:" and He 
will respond, oh, so kindly and gently, *^ I 
will guide thee, My child, with Mine eye,*^ 
— ^** I will guide thee with My counsel, and 
afterward receive thee to glory." Or, art 
thou a poor aged mourner? hast thou been 
again and again to the open grave, through 
a long and chequered l\f^ — ^dl»<svss^\s^ ^^s^^-* 
all gone,— sind thouMl «loTL<b Vcl^^^'>^s=^^ 
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of thy life, to etoop under the weight of 
loaded years? Ob, art thou crying, 

" I'm n lonoiy wanderer here 7 " 

Yet, be not diemayed; He Bays, "I wn 
thy God." He says, " Lo, I am with thee 
always!" Look np, then, to Him whose 
intereat is yonrs. "All your springs are 
in Him," He opened the fountain of 
yonr teare; and He can close it. "He 
kills, and He makee alive; He wonnds, 
and He heala." He means your good by 
His providence, as well as by His grace. 
He took what you valued, and so made 
you weep. He was the occaeion of all your 
tears. And He would have yon say, " It 
is well." And it is well, too. His " holy 
anienant " is 

" In all thinga ordered well.'' 

Oh, " sing of mercy and of judgment," 

poor bereaved one. Look np to thy 
Father who is in heaven, and He will 
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)eak 80 gently, and so kindly, that thy 
!ars shall be turned into smiles, and thy 
)rrows into joys. 

''The Lord may gather His roses at what 
lason of the year He pleaseth. The children 
iYe but changed a bed in the garden, and are 
anted up higher, nearer the sun, where they 
laU thrive better than in this out-field moor- 
x>nnd. Let us go on, and faint not; something 
I ours is in heaven besides our exalted Saviour; 
id we go on after our own. Time's thread is 
lorter, by some inches, than it was; and our 
aptain, who leadeth us on, is more than a 
mqueror, and makes us partakers of His con- 
nest and victories.** — JSuther/ord*8 Letters* 

** My times of sorrow and of joy, 
Great God I are in Thy hand; 
My choicest comforts come from Thee, 
And go at Thy command. 

" If Thou should'st take them all away, 

Yet would I not repine; 
Before they were possessed by me, 
They were entirely Thine. 

" 2^or would I drop «t TD?Q«isi\3LTva%^^'«^> 
Though the vr\io\ex?oT\'^^^N^%^^'^> 
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CHAPTER V. 

TEARS 9F HOLY BRATITUDE. 

<'And the father said with tears, Lord, 
I believe, help Thou mine unbelief"— 
(Mark ix. 24). 

Thb tears of gratitude are less frequent 
than they should be. The kind offices of 
self-denying benevolence and beneficence 
are not always rewarded by seeing the 
eyes of their recipients suffused with tears. 
Too often, all the reward and recompense 
the devoted and self-denying philanthro- 
pists get in return for their kind, self- 
KEUsrificing and Christ-like services is the 
absmcB of ihose they have succoured! For, 
often^ in this cold -and ungrateful worlds 
all the generous-hearted philanthropist 
will receive will be the cold indifference 
of ingratitude, ptota^MYCi?, ^^ ^^Scas^sss^ 
interrogation^ " Where ate \1^ wci^^^^ 



i 



58 Tears of Holy Gratitude. 

Yet this too prevalent ingrati 
not universal. There are some^ yea 
who are so deeply affeoted by the p 
ready, and generous ofSces of theii 
benefactors, that their thankful 
filled to the brim with emotion, flc 
eyes with tears; and the very si 
these is as oil to the lamp of bene\ 
They feed the kind and generous 
and the heart of the benefactor, 
not seeking the discovery of ther 
yet upon seeing them will be qT 
in Us works of faith and labours 
His kind and loving heart will be 
The tears of gratitude, seen in t 
that poor lonely orphan child, 
him still more active to prom 
fare. The tears in the eyes of 
aged widow, whose full heart of ^ 
is rushing down her cheeks in 
touching the chords of hunr 
72? ^Ae heart of her benef ac' 
y^^ persevere in doing ** 
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but especially unto those who are of 
oosehold of faith." 
it it is the tears of HOLT gratUude 
we most admire; — the hearts overflow- 
rith gratitude for the Mercy that has 
^ed them. And there are thousands 
are so filled with this holy emotion^ 
lied with an overpowering sense of 
iyine goodness and mercy to them in 
tnidst of so much, and so many, 
rfections, that they weep for grati- 
The writer of the lOSrd Psalm 
t something like this when he uttered 
beautiful, grateful, and touching 
quy — " Bless the Lord, my soul, 
brget not all His benefits." '' Bless 
lOrd, 0. my soul, and all that is within 
»less His holy name." 
id who that reads this page has not 
bch reason as David to utter this 
language? If he could say, "Be- 
I was born m Ati ^xA ^Sc^s^kq. N^o^ 
ffcy, and in sin dVai vn^ \afiKXNwt ^^- 
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words! And how much reason had he to 
be sol 

But what of daily mercies f What shall 
we say when we are compelled to acknow- 
ledge that " all our springs are in Him ! " 
What should be our position when we 
remember that ^^In Him we live, and 
move, and have our beiug ! '* Thinks 
reader, there is not a breath you draw, not 
a crumb you eat, not a cup of cold water 
that wets your parched lips, but is His 
gift. Mercies are new every morning, 
and fresh every evening. **His com-' 
passions fail not! " Oh, surprising mercy ! 
Grace upon grace! Awake, unthankful 
soul! Arise from the indolence of thy 
ingratitude! Think of thy daily mercies! 
How much greater than- thy miseries ! 
Try now and count up the mercies of one 
single hour ! The 3,600 seconds that 
compose it will not equal the number of 
mercies! Oh, nol fei \l '^^ «t^ vs^sns.- 
tioBB, our whole lUe \ft TiiaAfe xx'ft ^^ '^^^'^^^^'^ 
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aud if we were what we ought to be, w( 
Bhonid be as full of gratitude for the mer 
cies of the Lord, as David was for th< 
kind and liberal hospitality of Barzilla 
the old Gileadite. Our hearts would pon 
der over all the way in which the Lord hat! 
led us these many years in the wilderness 
and we should be prone to take a gratefu 
survey of the immeasurable grace anc 
boundless love of Jehovah towards us 
We should call to remembrance, not onlj 
the state of alienation in which we were 
and the grace by which we have beer 
brought nigh; but we should endeavoui 
to see cause for devoutest gratitude ii 
everything that transpires in connectioi 
with our life. 

Oh, if we were more on the watch-towe 
and stood more often on Carmel's heigh 
to look for the clouds of blessing, f 
should see them coming in the distance. 

8bonld then see our prayers auB^et^ft. 

^ear the sound of abundance ol ^. 
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We should Bee that every cloud coDtaiDB 
a blessingy and even the things that ex- 
cite a cold and murmuring spirit are among 
the all things which " work together for 
good to them who love God and are the 
called according to His purpose.*' We 
should be ready, and without the very 
least reluctance too, to exclaim — ** All the 
paths of the Lord arc mercy and truth, to 
them that keep His covenant, and His 
testimony," We should then see that 
there was mercy and goodness, favour and 
love, in all the dispensations of the Al- 
mighty. Yes, we should then see, if we 
** considered the works of the Lord," that 
all His ways are right. Our poor fainting 
heart, so prone to misgiving in the day of 
our adversity, would then exclaim — "I 
know, Lord, that Thy judgments are 
right, and that Thou in faithfulness hast 
aflflicted me." Yes, if this were our course, 
we should see that all vraa ^<5)i^«s^^''5"&s;^ 
there was " goodueaa ^.tx9l \Ji<et^l l^^-^^s^*^ 
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U8 all the days of onr life." "Not one 
tiling fails of alt the Lord hath promiBed." 
Then, if this be bo — if " He feeds us all 
our life long " — if He leads us and gnidea 
us into green pastures, and beside the still 
waters — if He is our Shepherd, aud we 
can venture to affirm that " we shall not 
want," but that "He will supply all onr 
needs out of His f uIucbs in glory by Christ 
JeaQ8j"^0h, then, surely there is not 
only reason, abundant reaeon, for the 
moat ejpreseive gratitude; hot we deserve 
from Him a severe rebuke if we are not 
ready to exclaim, " Bless the Lord, my 
soul, and forget not all His benefits." 
Life's period should be one circle of praise. 
We Bhonld be ready to eay with the poet: — 

" My dajs ot praite shall ne'er be past. 
While life, or bealtb, or being last, 
Or immoraJity endures." 

Reader, think over thy mercies; think 
over their number, their magniludt, their 
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preciaumess, and lefc yoor fnll heart ponr 
Forth its rich libation of praise; and let 
fonc eye be a fountain of tears to express 
the deep well-spring of gratitnde, which 
jTou feel for all " the riches of His grace." 
ind if yon should begin from this present 
tionr; and resolve, under the bond of a 
doly vow, which should never be violated, 
bhat you would express your gratitude to 
l;he Father of all our mercies with the 
most devoted and unwavering prompti- 
tude; yet the measure of your gratitude 
30Dld never be at all adequate or commen- 
surate with the grace, mercy and peace, 
sirhich you have received at His hands, 
rbink of this ; and see if there is no room 
'or such a degree of gratitude as should 
nelt the eyes to tears. 

But tears of graiitiule cannot he put on 
'o the eyes. They must come from wiOUn, 
The tears of the crocodile are all put on — 
Irops of the Nile. Bxvl \1 ^^ ^^'^SSiL>^M:^^ 
be tears of gratltuOi^, widL ^\»sA Nip&ss^^ 
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foofc of this all-graoious and hearfc-cheering 
Promiser, that thou hast not wept for very 
thankfulness over mercies 



** Countless as the sand." 

Ohy try and look at each mercy, singly 
and apart. Stretch forth the hand of faith; 
and take each favour, and weigh it in the 
scales of the sanctuary. Ask how much 
it cost thy precious Lord Jesus, and then 
see if thine eyes do not melt into gratitude 
as thou viewest it coming through the 
cross of thy dear Saviour. View every 
blessing as related to the cross — as pro- 
cured and purchased by the suflferings of 
the cross; and it will endear every mercy 
to thee. The mercy will remind thee of 
the cross, and the cross will tell of the 
agony and bloody sweat of Him who pro- 
cured our mercies by " bearing our sins in 
His own body on the tree." And there, 
beneath its sacred shadow ^^^.wAw^^^^s^ 
the tears of gratitude «tiftL NiXia.x^^N^^^'^- 




08 Tears of Holy Gratitude. 

that yon are blest with all spiritual and 
temporal blessings, through the stream, — 
the purple stream of Calvary. In and by 
that, flows life, and health, and peace. 
There is nothing which comes to us, poor 
unworthy rebels, that is not the result and 
consequence of "His agony and bloody 
sweat. His cross and passion." And this 
fact should not only endear Jesus to us, 
and make every mercy that comes through 
ic appear more precious and valuable, but 
it should give birth to gratitude, and 
nourish it when bom. 

Look then at all you are, all you have, 
and all you hope to be, in the light of the 
cross. Let the light that shines from the 
cross be reflected in every mercy; so that 
your gratitude may stand like a poor 
dependent recipient, adoring the Crucified 
One with tearful thankfulness. Oh, look 
at each blessing of your life, and say, 'ere 
jrou use it: — *' This waa the fruit of my 
Sarwur*B agonj; — this mercij tkw^\. 
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used with wisdom and thankfalness^ for it 
cost His heart a groan." 

And if life is thus spent, and each and 
every mercy is so viewed, the tear of grati- 
tade will often start spontaneous from the 
eye. Nor will the blessings of God lose 
their sweetness by being thus looked at in 
relation to the cross. But rather, they 
will be enhanced in their value to us. We 
shall see Jesus crucified in all our mercies. 
We shall see Jesus as the spring of all our 
blessings. And as all things have come ' 
to us through so costly a medium, we 
should never forget the Giver of every 
good and perfect gift, and constrain Him 
to say, *' Where are the nine? " But we 
should^ with the deepest emotions of grati- 
tude, regard every mercy as a blood-bought 
favour. And if we can look at all our 
mercies as procured to us, " not without 
blood," and that too, " the precious blood 
of Christ," we shall be d\%^o^^^ ^w^ ^^^- 
strained to cry/* THX"NKe.\iei\\w\si^^^*^' 
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and the chapter containing them is dear to me." 
From Life of Lady Colquhoune, 

" How can I sink with each a prop 
As my eternal Gk)d, 
Who bears the earth's huge pillars up, 
And spreads the heayens abroad ? 

*' How can I die while Jesus lives, 
Who rose and left the dead? 
Pardon and grace my soul receives 
From mine exalted Head. 

*< All that I am, and all I have, 

Shall be for ever Thine; 
Whate'er my duty bids me give, 
My cheerful hands resign. 

" Yet if I might make some reserve, 
And duty did not call, 
I love my God with zeal so great, 
That I should give Him all."— WATTS. 



CHAPTER VI. 

TEARS OF THE BACKSLIDER. 
" Peter went out, and wept bitterly." 

(Matthew xxvi, 75.) 

And so long f^ there are backsliders in 
the world there will be these tears. It is 
a sad fact that the Church has to record 
any. It is her sorrow and her grief that 
she has to expostulate with *' any brothe 
that walketh disorderly." Yet there is tb 
painful fact. And distressing as it ma 
and must be, to " the household of faitl 
of which he forms a part, and grieving 
it may be to a devoted and faitl 
minister of Christ, yet it is the cause ' 
still greater degree of sorrow to the 
backslider when **he comes to him 
Oil, then it is that thoEe words c 
prophet are illustrated, w\vet^ 3 do? 
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"epreBeiifced as overhearing backsliding 
ilphraim — " I have surely heard Ephraim 
)»moaning himself thus: Thou hast 
ihastised me and I was chastised, as a 
)nllock unaccustomed to the yoke: turn 
Phou me, and I shall be turned, for Thou 
rt the Lord my God " (Jeremiah xxx. 18). 
lere we have but an illustration of the 
tate and condition of every backslider 
' from the right ways of the Lord." The 
nlfilment of the divine warning and 
>rophecy is true to the letter: " Be sure 
our sins will find you out." And these 
Ad ^* hemoanings *' and tearful eyes declare 
b. Every wandering and wayward 
Sphraim will find, sooner or later, that, 
ike poor Peter, *^The way of iransgressora 
9 hard'' It ever has, and ever must be 
0. For unless " conscience is seared as 
nth a hot iron," and so disqualified for 
he discharge of its important office, it 
rill not fall to smite tYie ?;o5\^i ^^ixsSsKt^t 
every moment of ceAth ^^Sl ojoSfeV \^^^^- 
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tion. It will give him do rest, pointing 
its finger to the gniltj sin-spots that have 
tarnished the life and character ; and 
holding np to his view his wanderings and 
his backslidings^ till he is '' covered with 
shame and confusion of face; " and 
'^ bemoans himself," "repenting in sack- 
cloth and ashes." 

And, not uncommonly, the case of the 
backslider is most distressing. He seems 
often to have gone so far as not to be able 
to retrace his steps: he has got over into 
*' By-path meadow," and the mists of 
darkness have gathered aronnd him: his 
compass is lost, and he is at his wit*s end; 
and for a time it is as true of him, as it 
was of Esau, '* He found no place for 
repentance, though he sought it carefully 
with tears." 

Ah, it is easy to backslide, but it is very 
hard to return. And most have teaiB 
enough without increaEvag tt^avt number 
with foacksliding. Tot, ^ ^V^^xy^ 
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trials are the heaviest, so self-procured 
tears are the bitterest. And oh, if those 
who have, op to this time, ''kept their 
garments unspotted from the world," only 
knew half the sorrow and distresis of mind 
that follows the backslider, and like some 
dark enchanting spectre under the shades 
of night, scares the poor, guilty, agitated 
mind, he would never " draw back," but 
hold on his way; and having clean hands, 
he would "wax stronger and stronger." 
Oh, if all poor Peter felt and experienced 
were left on record — if he had inscribed 
on paper, and left it as a testimony for 
'' generations to come," we should have 
seen how deep the sorrow and distress of 
those who " follow the Lord afar off," and 
dishonour " that worthy name by which 
we are called." But we have it condensed 
in six words — "Be went out^ and wept 
bitlerlf/" And those tears were the 
drippings of a heart reii^. VvCtv \\iW"«s^ 
agvDjr. Ob, how his poor goX\XJ5 cox^sffss^^^'^ 
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would smite him, and accuse him of those 
deeds and words of Gabbatha! Oh, how 
the scene of that judgment hall would rise 
before him, and haunt and disturb every 
trace of peace and repose! His heart was 
like '' the troubled sea, that cannot rest, 
whose waters stir up mire and dirt." He 
knew too well, painfully well, the meaning 
of those inspired words, "There is no 
peace, saith my God, to the wicked." For 
the peace lost by the backslider in his 
wanderings can never be restored to him 
till his poor sinful "heart is sprinkled 
from an evil conscience." There will be 
nought but distress and sorrow, and fears 
and tears, till his '* iniquity is purged," 
and ^* he has received of the Lord's hand 
double for all his sins." Tears will be his 
meat day and night, till he cries unto t^ 
Lord — " Surely after that I was tur* 
I repented; and after that I was instru< 
/ smote upon my thigh: I '^«a ashai 
yea, even confounded, \>ecau^^ 1 fi5A 
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the reproach of my youth " (Jeremiah 
xxxi. 19). And when Jesns, who is 
touched with the feelings of our in&m- 
ities, hears our poor " beraoanings," He 
will say to His poor Ephraim, as He did 
to Hezekiah — "/ have seen thy tears J^ Oh, 
yes I He will say, "Is Ephraim My dear 
son? is he a pleasant child? for since I 
spake against him, I do earnestly remem- 
ber him still: therefore My bowels are 
troubled for him: I will surely have mercy 
upon him, saith the Lord." And this will 
wipe the stain from his heart, and the 
tears from hiaeyes. For though the word 
of the Lord, spoken as a rebuke, is " quick, 
and powerful, and sharper than a two- 
edged sword, piercing even to the dividing 
asunder of soul and spirit, and of the 
joints and marrow, and is a discerner of 
the thoughts and intents of the heart; ** 
yet the words of peace and pardon which 
Jesns speaks to poor ret\)LXiax!L%\i'ft^6^^>SiS5^^ 
18, 80 sweet, so \d\\A, wi ^tl^^^^^ ^ 
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is like the dew upon the tender herb, oi 
the loving words of the prodigal's father. 
And that very gentleness and meekness oi 
Christy so full of mysterious power, meltc 
the heart of His wayward prodigal intc 
tears. For thus does He speak: " Betarn, 

backsliding children, saith the Lord, f oi 

1 am married unto you." And with thai 
call and invitation — that touching invita- 
tion to return — He also gives a gracious 
promise of a cordial reception, a full for- 
giveness and unalienated love: ** I will 
heal their backslidings, I will love then 
freely: for Mine anger is turned away from 
him." 

And if any words, uttered under anj 
circumstances, have the power to mdt the 
heart to tears, these have. They are f ul 
of inimitable tenderness, spoken as the 
were under such aggravated circumstan^ 
and expressed as they were by Or 
ffrlevoualy diabonomtdi, "We ate ^^^ 
at the softness and gentlenefta oi 
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And yet it is just this feature that brings 
the penitential tear; and this is the method 
which Jesns adopts in bringing back His 
poor wandering prodigals. Wonnded lore, 
and insulted dignitj, saying to the ** rebel- 
lions children/' Return unto Mb! 

Andy oh, dear reader, hast thon back- 
slidden? Hast thou '^ fallen by thine 
iniquity "? Hast thou for a time run well, 
and then in time of temptation fallen 
away? Hast thou still the marks of the 
fidl upon thy white robes? Has your " fine 
gold become dim ? " Were you a fair child 
of hope and promise on that bright morn- 
ing when you first started in the new and 
living way? And have you since " made 
shipwreck of faith, and of a good con- 
science? " Have you disappointed the ex- 
pectations of alivelyhope? Have you made 
a pastor's heart to bleed, and a pastor*s 
eyes to weep? Is he who *' received you 
in the Lord witti «A\ ^%i\\i'^%> ^^^ ^s^i'^ 
yon the right hand ol ^^^o^^v^^^^"^ ^'^ 
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commanion of saints, compelled to sa 
when hearing of your backsliding state- 
"/ tvrite unto you with many tears "? 
Cor. ii. 4). Oh, is it so? Then *'reta 
nnto the Lord, and He will have mer 
upon yon, and to our God, for He w 
abundantly pardon." '' Cover th» altar 
the Lord with your iears!^ Come un 
Him with weeping and with snpplicatio 
Go, cover thy face with the mantle of tl 
shame, and '* stand behind Him, weeping 
And then thy tears, oh, poor backslide 
will fall at His feet, and the drops flowii 
from thy broken and contrite heart w 

. be treasured by Him "who willeth n 
the death of a sinner, but would rath 
that he turn from his wickedness and live 
The light falling from His sunny face wi 
dry up those tears, and thy sorrow she 
be turned into joy. 
Or, is the reader of this page the pr 
and hope of a mother's lo\e? At 

tlioa blanched her hair, onc^ 
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raven's wing? and wrinkled her face, once 
fair in virgin form, by thy long and guilty 
wanderings? Did that picas mother of 
year's watch and pray till she saw you 
" as a green olive tree in the temple of the 
Lord"? or as " a pillar in His house " ? 
and did she then make her boast in the 
Lord/' and, with all a mother's love, and 
pious gratitude, exclaim with exalting 
delight — " I have no greater joy than to 
know that my children walk in the truth?" 
And, oh, hast thou blasted that fair bud 
of hope in her kind, gentle, and loving 
bosom? Oh, art thou, poor wandering 
child, '' bringing down her grey hairs with 
sorrow to the grave?'* Eeturu, back- 
sliding child, thou art sinning against a 
mother's love; thou art sinning against a 
Saviour's blood; thou art sinning against 
the Holy Spirit, by whom thou art sealed 
unto the day of redemption! Oh, return 
for her sake — return fot tK\j ^oltfc— ^^J^s«x^ 
for OArist'8 sake, Tt\\^, ^^"^ ^^^iSs^^^ 
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those tears ahe has ^ed orei jour a^mtaoj, 
and go and tked yew'i into ha- imumdad 
htart. They will heal the wonnds jonr 
sinshave made. Nothing else will hetd 
those wounds bnt the tet^-drops of her 
backsliding, yet repenting child. Oo, 
while she is " covering the altar of the 
Lord with her teats " for yonr wanderings, 
and pleading before Jeans for yonr return. 
Go, poor child of gnilt, and mingle yonre 
with her's, and her sad and tearfhl face 
shall brighten amid the joys of a prodigal 
returned. 

Or, art thon a father, whose wandering 
child has " gone in the way of Gain," and 
" forsaken the fountain of Living Waters," 
spuming yonr counsel and your love? and 
does year heart feel sorrowful as yon think 
over all the kind care and fond indulgenoe 
you have expended on that "thankleai 
child"? Still, be tender-hearted. Is he 
aaAbaalom? Oh, t,\keT\, Xt^^'Qw^vl^and 
«y— "Deal gently Iot my es;»ift,-«\"So.'&» 
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young man, even with Absalom." He is 
aliU thy ehUd; and thoagh he should have 
wounded thy heart, and spurned a father's 
sage adTice, disgraced his Christian pro- 
fession, and dishonoured the Qod of all 
grace, HE is* still thy child. Oh, say 
still, with all a father's love — " Is Ephraim 
my dear son? — I do earnestly remember 
him still." Break his heart with kindness ; 
melt him to tears with your hve, A very 
gmtle touch will open the fountain that 
holds the tsar. And if your band is not 
gentle enough to touch it, ask Jesus to 
touch it who has all powerT- 

'^ To melt his heart to tenderness, 
His eyes to flowing tears." 

Bat if thou art no backslider, but art 
standing fast ''in the liberty wherewith 
Christ has made His people free," rejoice 
with trembling, and regard the all-import- 
ant injunction, '*Leth\mttY^\»VXs«^^25^\^ 
Btandebh teke heed, Vest Yv^ l^r ^'^ ^^^ 
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bast never shed the tear of the backdid^-, 
thank God aad take courage. Still, watch 
auto prayer. For backslidinga firit btffin 
in the heart ; and Jehovab-JeanB says 
that, "backBlidera in heart shall be filled 
with their own ways." Now is the time 
for the utmost Tigilance, if yon wonld avoid 
the tears. While yon are strong in the 
Lord, and iu the power of His might, don't 
forget that there is " a strong man armed, 
who goeth np and down iu the earth." 
" Be not ignorant of his devices." Watch 
against "the wiles of the devil." He 
carries a twanging bow, and poisoned ar- 
rows; and his <![aiver is fall of them; 
but he has no halm. He can create tears, 
though he sheds none. It is easy /o yield; 
but il will require all your tlrenglh to 
stand fast. " Stand, therefore, having 
jour loins girt about with truth." Let it 
be said of yon that " His sling was in Bit 
Aand. " " PreTentioQ ia \)«\.\fit ttasL «ar8." 
Toa may rejoice, and liOTe «. X«»xVi» «\*s 
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while yon are steadfast in the faith; bat 
only yields and you are undone; yield, and 
yoar strength is gone; let Delilah clip your 
locks, and yon may shake yourself in Tain. 
Think well of all the consequences of 
yielding to any of the overtures presented 
by " the world, the flesh, or the devil." 
The viper may he in a bundle of sticks at 
Malta, or in a basJcet 0/ flowers in Egypt. 
And if it should cling to your hand, yon 
may not be quite so successful as Paul to 
" cast it into the fire and feel no hurt." 
Be sure that sin has a sting, and it never 
loses it — "no, not for an hour.** And 
many a poor backslider has felt its venom 
burning in his heart, and flowing through 
his eyes. A Lady at Huddersfield relates 
her own case. " Once Mr. — — and I 
were in the right way. I drew him again 
into the world, jand I am now the most 
miserable of beings. When I lie down I 
fear I shall wake in he\\, '^\i^TL\ ^ ^^^ 
fall dressed, and Beeia \.o \vw?^ ^ '^'^ 
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world cao give me I un readj to nnk 
under the tcnonof mj own mind. Wbat 
greatly increases my misery is the remem- 
brance of the dying speech of my own 
Eister, who told me she had stifled oonri^v 
tions, and obstinately fought against light 
to enjoy the company of the world. ' Sister,' 
said she, ' I die without hope. Bwho^ Otit 
it not your eaul ' " Bat, indeed," said 

Mrs. , " I fear it will be." 

Now, if we wonid avoid these terrible 
heatt-brcakingB, and sad and distressing 
reflections, and the tears — the nnavaiUng 
tears that follow, — let ns " cleava nnto 
Htm with full purpose of heart." Let the 
heart be establidied with grace, throng 
the power of the Holy Ghost." Oleave 
close to JesuB, who is the refnge of the 
weary, and the saccour of the tempted. 
He can wipe away the tears of the back- 
slider, but it Kill be belter for him never It 
sAed /Aem. Tfacy leave deeper tiuuriu ttm 
a»y oiAer. They accompftoy wmcra ■nwifc 
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bitter and more lasting than any other. 
Oleare close to Jesns then^ and thou shalt 
never shed them. TTiey are never shed at 
the feet of Jesus, — except by those who 
have first " followed Him afar ofiF,** Oh, 
let thy heart be under His care. Walk 
with Him. Always be " near to Him." 
Keep your eye fixed on Him; and whether 
you are poor or rich, if He is your con- 
stant Guide and Companion, you will 
never know the tears of the backslider; 
but your path shall be one, not perhaps 
without its dark shades, yet it will be one 
of " peace and joy in believing." 

** Foolishness is bound up in the heart even of 
those made wise anto salvation, and the rod of 
correction is essential to its dislodgment. This 
rod our heavenly Father holds righteously, and 
lovingly employs. It is in His hand. He may 
use the creature to inflict it, but it falls not 
heavier, or with one stroke more than He 
wills. * Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth.' 
*A8 many as I love 1 rebuke an^ Ooasi^ffiOL^ ^>3&^ 
for what end? Oh, the gtesvX.e^^,'^^ ^^'*^^'^' 
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that the mind of God can contemplate^onr 
holiness! ^ By this therefore shall the iniqaity 
of Israel be purged; and this is all the fruit 
to take away his sin; when He maketh all 
the stones of the altar as chalkstones that are 
beaten in sunder.' When, by His rod of correc- 
tion, He purges us of our cherished sin, and the 
altar and the god fall together in the dust as 
chalkstones beaten in sunder, this is the fruit, the 
blessed fruit, to take away sin, so making us 
partakers of His holiness. Yes 1 every altar must 
be broken, every idol must be dislodged, that 
God may be All-in-all. The chief and most 
hideous of all idols is self-wiUj and the most 
sinful and degrading of ail idolatry is self 'idolatry. 
To prevent this in the experience of the apostle 
Paul, when he descended from the third heaven, 
and came back laden with the glorious revela- 
tions of the invisible world, God pierced him with 
the thorn in the flesh, lest he should be exalted 
al:>ove measure. Be not surprised if seasons of 
close communion with God should be succeeded 
l)y the discipline that lays you in the dust. It i' 
(lod's holy will that His saints should lie low 
a low place. The sweet fertilising springs of 
rrace ran among the valleys^ and the soul ^ 
f^nrelJing-pJace is there shall bloom Wi< 
ns the rose. Then, 'as God wiWs' be* 
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le of His love, if such the fruit and flower it 
Ids. Oh, holy and blessed correction, that 
istens and calms my will, hashing my rebel- 
is and agitated spirit to the qniet repose of the 
Id weaned of his mother. Smite, Lord I the 
. is in my Father's hand. Smitel if Thy cor- 
tion subdue but one sin of my heart. Smitel 
my truant affections but return to Thee, 
itel if Jesus but becomes more endeared to 
soul. Smite! if, reproved, humbled, and 
ictified, I am brought nearer to Thee, my God, 
iling to be just where and what Thou wilt 
jrove. Smitel I welcome, I kiss the rod." 

" Let Thy will, not mine, be done; 
Let Thy will and mine be one" 

Rev. Octavius Winslow, D.D. 

*• Jesusl let Thy pitying eye 

Call back a wand'ring sheep; 
False to Thee, like Peter, I 

Would fain, like Peter, weep; 
Let me be by grace restored. 

On me be all its freeness shown; 
Turn and look upon me, Lordl 

And break mv heart of stone." 
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CHAFrHR VII. 
TEIRE Of CMRISTIItN JOT. 

" Breoli tortl into J07, Sing together," 
(Isaiah lii. 9.) 

Tu£ tears of joy and of gladneBa blend 
with the Bmiles of the human counten- 
ance. When some dark and lowering 
storm-cloud has been, to all btiman appear- 
ance, about to discharge its contents upon 
some poor, crushed and bruised child of 
sorrow, but by some raysterioas provi- 
dence, it haa "passed away like the 
morning cloud and the early dew," — it 
has made that poor, desponding heart, 
weep for joy. Tears have started from 
that saddened face^ not, indeed, tears of 
sorrow and inward grief, but the brighter 
tears of bounding joy and gladness. Tkm, 
the heart, just now crushed like a bmised 
bped, uad timorous with the apprehension 
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of impending danger and trial, is now all 
life, buoyancy, and gratitude for the 
discovery of delivering mercy, and is 
ready to exclaim, in the ecstasy of his 
present deliverance, " I will sing of mercy 
and of judgment: to Thee, Lord, will I 
sing." 

Or, you may see the tears of joy in that 
poor pilgrim who has been walking 
through darkness and having no light. 
The journey, through "the pathway of 
safety " and " the right road to the city of 
habitation," is yet so dark that there is 
no **rent in the cloud; "^-no "light 
beyond;" — no "daybreak," and "stars 
ihat gild the morn." No. All is dark — 
one vast, all-pervading darkness. Jesus, 
" the Sun of Righteousness," who once 
arose upon his dark and sinful soul as the 
day dawn, and " with healing in His 
wings," seems to have sunk behind some 
western cloud, and left no bY\^\»\^'^'^ 
HiB presence and glory \>^\v\w^ "WwcvX ''^'^^^ 
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Star, has risen in his heart, and he has 
said, " I will sing of Thy mercy in the 
morning." . Sorrow now has departed with 
the shades of night, and joy has come in 
with the wings of the morning. And the 
0;?i^-lost, bat now restored peace and 
confidence in the Lord Jesus Christ, fills 
the soal with such ecstasy and delight as 
makes him exclaim — *' My voice shalt 
Thou hear in the morning, Lord; in 
the morning will I direct my prayer nnto 
Thee, and will look up." Then is the 
Lord's promise fulfilled, " Then shall thy 
light break forth as the morning, and 
thine health shall spring forth speedily: 
and thy righteousness shall go before thee; 
and the glory of the Lord shall be thy 
rereward." 

And if this restored light, and peace, 
and confidence, shall lead to a life of holy 
diligence in some works of faith, and 
labours of love; then, also, «Avi&LV VV^ 
promise be realised, tvXti^x NJw^ Vsti^^*^^ 




ot 



\ 



I 



\l\i60tto^ ^g te^oi t to ^, 






:\ 






5t\ew 



ce^ 



tVie »»^7^ ^j^e t^«^* 



vtvcte»»®- 



. .Ue ^^^^^'' r^o.g «^:^ gA«**J 






.i:^^^" 



^l^et 



Jtfosfc 



flig^ 



Tears of CktiaUan Joy. 



Blessed state 1 joyous privilege! Whos 
eye does not fill with very joy, and who« 
heart is not filled with gladness, when H 
comes again ^' as the light of the morning 
when the san ariseth, even a momio 
without clouds? " Oh, 'tis then the heai 
is made like an Eden and the seal like 
Paradise. It is then our sorrow is turne 
into joy. ff&re is the joy of the rei 
presence ! 

And is it so with thee, dear readei 
Art thou now restless in the nigl 
watches? Has that poor soul of you 
been like the affrighted disciples? Is Jesi 
gone from thee? Art thou seeking Hi 
sorrowing? Art thou looking for Hi 
in the highways, and crying, "Saw ; 
Him whom my soul loveth? " Oh, the 
look up, for Jesus " cometh forth to me 
thee." He is even now on His way. H 
/J distant footsteps may be heard by t1 

listening ear. Hark I " It is the voice 
thy beloved! behold He cometh, leapii 
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upon the motmtains, skipping upon tl 
hille." He is drawing nearer and neare 
poor child of sorrow I He 18 even her 
now, down in the valley with thee, — wil 
thee in this very darkness, — with thee I 
turn th; darkncBS into nooa-day; or i 
call thee away from tlie Eedara of tl 
darkness, to where the light falls npc 
the monntain tops. Harkt He is spea' 
ing lo ilu6, "Arise, my love, my fair ou 
and come away I" Now is the monmii 
tnmcd into dancing. And the tears th 
were, awhile ago, but the expression of tl 
heart's sorrow, are now the flowing streai 
of that full and exuberant joy which folk 
upon a now discovcTy of Jesns to ti 
son I. 

Now go and "rejoice with joy a: 
speakable, and full of glory." He is wi 
thee. Cleave thon closeto Him; fortes 
of joy, as well as tears of sorrow, may 1 
ahed at His feet. For here in a iLualifle 
lis frell as iAsre in an uii(\a«\\%fiA. wn 
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may be aaid — '* In His presenoe there is 
fulness of joy." 

Bat the tears of joy may also be seen 
in the poor sinful prodigal. Oh, look! see 
that poor wayward child of sin, brought 
to sit on the stool of penitence, not now 
to sigh over a broken and a contrite 
heart, but to " rejoice with joy unspeak- 
able, and full of glory." Oh, there is no 
sight that can fill the soul with greater 
pleasure than to see the tears of holy joy 
sparkling in the eyes of a child of sin; 
when the heart passes from a state of deep 
and painful contrition into a state of 
peace and joy in believing. When the 
poor contrite heart is called to put off the 
sackcloth of sorrow, and "the spirit of 
heaviness " for " the oil of joy," " and the 
garment of praise:" — Ot, then, there are 
tears of joy and gladness indeed; and, 
like raindrops on the casement in an April 
day, that shine and Bpottoa ycl ^<^ ^^mjc- 
beams; so fche tears oi ^oy \Jtv^V v^V'sks^ '^fo. 
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the saddened faces of God's poor prodi 

aad penitents Bbine under the BpIeD< 
of the Sun of righteousness. And o 
there one poor amoer reading tliis whc 
the tears of joy? Is there one who 
pardon sealed, — peace found, — fait! 
action, and hope realized? Then 1 
jon good reason for the tear of joy. 
if angels can ivtep, they weep with 
Oh, if angelic spirits can shed cele 
tears, tbey irill mingle theirs with yt 
for " there is joy among the angels of 
over one sinner that repenteth," " J 
rejoiced in spirit"! 

"And jof follows upon epiritiial sorrow, a 
racoeed tears more quickly than we snp 
When there arc many trials we think thi 
must go through a lengthened procesa befoi 
can emerge from them ; whereas the hea> 
of the n^ht may b« ended suddenly, anc 
morning of joy dawo, without any long pre 
nary twilight. 

" Reader I God may make all your tears gl 
with brightness in a moment, juat as the 
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Irops do, when the son bursts out suddenly from 
)ehmd a cloud, and pendant jewels hang from 
svery thorn, as well as from erery spray and 
eaf."— Rbv, Phillip B, Fowbb, M.A: 

"Whenever a Christian man yields to a 
noumfnl, desponding spirit, under his trials; 
when, he does not seek grace from God to battle 
nanfully and cheerfully with trouble; when he 
loes not ask his heavenly Father to give him 
itrength and consolation whereby he may be 
snabled to rejoice in the Lord at a2/ times, he does 
iishonour to the high and mighty, and noble 
)rinciples of Christianity, which are fitted to bear 
i man up, and make him happy even in times of 
ihe deepest affliction. It is the boast of the 
Gtospel that it lifts the heart above trouble ; it is 
me of the glories of our religion that it makes 
IS say, * Although the fig-tree shall not blossom, 
leither shall fruit be in the vine, the labour of 
;he olive shall fail, and the field shall yield no 
QQieat, yet I will rejoice in the Lordy I will joy in 
the God of my salvation.* '*— Spubgkon. 

- " When the almighty Comforter sheds His sweet 
infiuence on the soul, displays the all-sufficient 
sacrifice of a divine Redeemer, and ' witnesses 
inth our spirits,* that wo are interested in the 
Saviour, and, by this means, are children of 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

TEARS OF SYMPATHY. 

•* I wrote to you witb many tears." 

(2 Cor. ii. 4.) 

'* I ceased not to warn every one night 
and day with tears.** (Acts xx. SI.) 

'' Oh that mine eyes were a fountain of 
tears." (Jer. ix. 1.) 

<* He beheld the oity, and wept over it." 
(Luke xix.. 41.) 

The Rev. W. Irving says: " There is a 
sacredness in tears; they are not the marks 
of weakness, but of power. They speak 
more eloquently than ten thousand ton- 
gues. They are the messengers of over- 
whelming grief, of deep contrition, and of 
unspeakable love." And they often arise 
in us from the feeling or emotion of sym- 
pathy. And this emoUicyMi. ^^iioiw^ ^ ^soss. 
natare, has been \m^\a»\fc^ Vj ^^^ ^"^^ 
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Creator, for some wise and good end. The 
sight of another*s woes, unless our nature 
has become brutalised, excites within us a 
feeling of sympathy; this sympathy is 
intensified by the existence,of some relation- 
ship, or long-cherished fiiendship. For, if 
the sufferer is one whom we have long 
known and loved, and for whose welfare 
and interest we have a special concern and . 
regard, we feci so deeply affected, upon a 
discovery of his affliction or xnisfortone, 
that our sympathy can find no vent to 
express itself without tears. Yet we would 
not affirm that sympathy cannot be ex- 
pressed without tears; for there are many 
who deeply feel for the misfortunes of 
others, and exhibit and express their sym- 
pathy in the most practical manner, and 
Christ-like spirit, whose eyes are never 
soiled with tears of sympathy. But nature 
is prone to express its sympathy, compas* 
s/on, or commiseration, by ihesie natural 
expressions of human ieeWxig. kiA ^ 
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a general rule, we look for them; we ad- 
mire them; we love them. We take them 
as an unmistakable index of true, real, 
sincere fellow-feeling. All are not equally 
sensitive, and therefore all are not so easily 
excited to express their sympathy in this 
way. Even " Jesus wept " ! 

But, oh, how we love to see the great 
drops of sympathy rolling down the cheeks 
of a devoted and faithful friend, as he 
stoops and weeps over the sad misfortunes 
of his fellow! There is something angelic 
in the sight — something Christ-like in it. 
We Teel prompted spontaneously to say, 
''Behold, how He loved Him!" And, 
oh, how healing these tear-drops are to 
these crushed ones, who have fallen into 
some sad reverses in life! They seem like 
balm to the wounds. They affect the 
heart of the poor sufferer with the balm of 
sympathy. The sight of them soothes, for 
a moment, the agony o^ \i\^ ^"^ccs.. ''^5^^^ 
poor bruised one \ook% tv\. ^(Jcve'^ ^"^ "^^ 
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syes, and tbey relieve his 

And if the mutual f riend- 
1 bj piety on either aide, 

then of priceless worth, 
(ight beneath the sun that 

so attractive, as the ex- 
ul sympathy between two 
3 in Christ " — " kindred in 
ve the kindly and friendly 
ho is a "friend of the 
I the hours of life's sor- 
tunes, — to come and wipe 

shake the enfeebled hand; 
ing heart; drop a tear or 

and wrestle with us, and 
;one of the heavenly grace, 
catest comforts on earth, 
e cheered up, when some 

has appeared to us in such 
oken some kind promise, 
to some sweet and precious 
c truth, and imii^eidhia 
3ympat\\et\c gc^VAiX^XlvsiA 
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with tears of sympathy. Then we have 
fdt a real reviving. The tenderness of 
the tones in speakings the earnestness and 
importunity of the intercessory prayer^ and 
the tears^ have all united to impress us 
with a deep conviction of the reality of 
the friendship, and the sincerity of the 
sympathy. 

But, oh, poor weary pilgrim! traversing 
earth's dreary waste, perhaps all sad and 
solitary, there is One, even Jesus — One 
above all others, who, though He weeps no 
more, — drops no more the tear of sympa- 
thy with, and over His poor pilgrims, — 
yet He feels still **what every member 
bears." And, if thou art a poor friend- 
less pilgrim — one of the world's outcasts — 
wending thy lonely way through the deep 
prairies of this earthly wilderness, without 
one single eye to weep in sympathy over 
thy misfortunes, to console thee with his 
kindly words, yet thou l\^%t <5rci& \ss. "^Sssss.^ 
True! His sympattv^ \^ Xkft^ UaT\fc*%\"^^^ 
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it is, nevertheless, real and actual. Yes, 
He feels for thee; and were it possible, 
and needful, He would weep for thee. 
And is it thus with thee? Dost thou seem 
to thyself to stand alone in a heartless 
world ? Dost thou weep in solitude, and 
find no responsive tear? Are brethren in 
Christ ignorant of thy woes, or nncon- 
cerned, or heartless? Do they see thee 
crushed and bleeding by the way-side of 
life? And do they not act the "Good 
Samaritan?" Oh, do earthly friends 
"pass by on the other side?" Do they 
see thy tears, «nd yet not weep with' them 
that weep? And is thy poor heart nearly 
broken for want of sympathy? Would 
the tears of some loving friend cheer thy 
lonely "hours? Oh, then, look up, for thoa 
art not friendless. There is Jesus— -thy 
Jesns'-precioua Jesus, — 

"Fall of pity f joined with power." 

-f/e is looking down upon ttv^^ uo^ . ^B 
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is mindful of thy tears;'* and were it 
possible He would mingle them with His. 
And^ therefore, though thoa shouldst lack 
one on earth to weep in sympathy with 
thee ; though thou shouldst see every eye 
dry and unconcerned; yet He is not. 
Jesus cannot be an unconcerned spectator; 
because He has the deepest possible in- 
terest in you, — an eternal interest! and 
He knows how you feel the lack of human 
sympathy; He knows how even the tears 
of one who is " of like passions with your- 
self," would cheer and comfort your heart; 
and therefore, when others fail, when 
earthly streams dry up, and human friends 
forsake. He comes in and says — *^Fear not, 
I am with thee.^' 

And is not His presence more than a 
recompense for the loss of every Elihu, 
and Bildad, and Eliphaz? Oh, yes, it is! 
He is our all, and in all. Though Jesus 
sheds no tears of lo^m?^, \»^\A'st ^^s;:^'^?^ 
now; yet the brig\v\» T«^\Wi'^ c^I^x^^ssssk:^ 
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countenance falls upon the tear-drops of 
sorrow that stand in the eyes of His pil- 
grims. 

Learn then to know that tears are not 
essential to sympathy. "Sone feei half so 
mnch for me as my precious Lord Jesus. 
None know half so much of me and 
my circumstances^ as He does. He knows 
the number of my tears^ and the causes 
of every one of them. And His saored 
hearc bleeds, as it were, tears of Uood 
for me. He looks upon me, a poor soli- 
tary one, — unthought of, — uncared for, — 
unpitied, and therefore comes over to 
me like ''The Good Samaritan." ''ffs 
comes where I am" — ^just where I am 
— and He bends over me in all the deep 
heart-sympathy of ''a Brother bom for 
my adversity." Yes, He comes to me in 
the very gloom and darkness of my adver- 
sity; while " His head is filled with the 
defv, and His locks witli ttve dtopa of the 
fg-bt." 
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He does not wait ^' till, the day-brei^, 
and the shadows flee awaj^" before He 
comes! His sympathy^ though (earless^ 
comes before " the eleventh hour/' Others 
may, or may not^ come — Jeau/s is $ur$ to 
come! While, therefore, we would not 
despise, but rather seek, a^d a^reciate, 
the tearful sympathy of loving and tender- 
hearted earthly friends, let U9 set the 
highest poffiible estimate upon the true and 
abiding sympathy of Him wl^ is " the 
same yesterday, to-day, and for ever." 
While here we are so thoroughly human 
that we are often most deeply affected by 
what comes to us through the human voice, 
the human hand, and the human e^. 
Hence, though all these are not equal to 
the realized presence of Him who is 
touched with the feeling of our infirmi- 
ties; yet there is a charm, a solace, and a 
consolation in the human sympathy, which 
touches our hearts w\t\\ i^ojoJiV^t \ai^^* 

What a power fti<&t^ \^ \\^>2w^\.^^^^'^^. 
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looking up to the all gentle and sympa- 
thising Jesus. Again and again we are 
told, "Cease ye from man, for whereof 
is he to be accounted of ?" And all these 
failures of human sympathy should lead as 
nearer to Jesus. He is ever near at hand, 
and not afar off. And, oh, how much 
better to have His kind and loving smile, 
to hear His sweet and soul-cheering voice 
speaking even in the gentlest whisper, 
amid the storms of sorrow, than to be 
resting merely upon the tearful sympathy 
of our fellow creatures; however dose the 
relationship ; however steadfast their 
fidelity; and however tender and loving 
their deportment! It is, lifter all, but the 
sympathy of the creature. And when we 
arc walking down through the deep dark 
" vale of tears/' and " passing through the 
myrtle trees down in the bottom," how 
much better to have Him who is the Man 
of Ood's right hand — the Man Christ 
Jesus— standing with nB,«nd\ooV\Xk^\v\«a. 
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our reverseSy and Baying, ^* Lo^ I am with 
jon always^ even unto the end of Xhe age." 
If He is with us, then our tears of adver- 
sity, though they cannot now elicit from 
Him the visible pledges of His sympathy, 
will not fail to secure His " very present 
help:' 

And is it so now, poor weary one? Art 
thou now' looking for some one to sym- 
pathise, — to pity, — to mingle his tears 
with yours? Look up to Jesus. He is 
looking down upon you. He sees how 
you long for some one U> feel tvith you, and 
for you ; and He will do more and better 
than weep with you. He will pour His 
" oil of joy " into the wounds of your 
sorrow, and do infinitely more and better 
than you can either ask or think. Let 
Him be your Refuge. Sympathy in Him 
is a perfection. Tears, though valued 
by us, are but the mere human append- 
ages. We have all the sym^j^ktlx^ ^\j^<i.>^^ 
we can possibly ne^ va.'SwfiL* ^'^ ^s^k^ 
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say with Paul, " I have all, and abound.'* 
And He is all to us. Do we want sym- 
pathy? It is in Jesus! Do we want 
grace? It is in Him! Do we want 
strength ? It is in Him! Are you walk- 
ing through the vale of sorrows ? There 
is all PITY in Him! *'For, as a father 
pitieth His children, even so the Lord 
pitieth them that fear Him." Tried child 
of faith, Jesus is speaking these words to 
thee! 

''Often had Jesus tamed to this city as a 
loving mother tnms to a wayward child; bat it 
sparned His embrace: as a hen spreads her wing 
over her brood, so would He have sheltered it 
from the coming storm, bat it would not. The 
Son of David has come, but Jerusalem has no 
throne for Him ; her prophet speaks, but she 
will not listen to His voice ; she will give Him 
a cross ; she will drive the nails ; she will plaif 
His crown, while her children exclaim, ' Hi 
blood be upon us and our children I ' This Jesr 
knew, and wept ; but wept in love. How hai 
the hearts which made Him tYrna Vi y?e«^ I M«j 
the tears yfhich fell o'er SaVem's Yroca^Xsa^x 
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like His. Oh ! hallowed scene 1 Approach with 
Feverence, my soul, where Jesus weeps, and learn 
to feel. Whatl shall He weep alone? Hast 
thou no tear for those who pierce His heart, 
despise His sceptre, and His Gospel spurn ! " — 
Rev. W. p. Balpebst. 




THERE ARE NO TEARS IN HEi 



" And Gk)d shall wipe away 
from their eyes."— Rev. xxi. 4. 

Sweet and precioas thoaght tG 
liever — there are no tears in 
No; not one ! This world is wc 
** a vale of tears, and the valley < 
ing." The title is true, and n 
propriate. No term oonld better 
it. And truly it is so, for it u 
tears. There are tears evei 
There are the tears of weeping 



There are no Tears in Heaven, 117 

would never be like Gherith^ that dried 
up, — it would be an ever widening river, 
deepening in its progre»a,--4ike that river 
Ezekiel saw in his vision, — it would have 
the weeping willows on either side, and 
flow down through all the plains of time, 
and widen till it reached the eternal 
world, and then evaporate for ever ! For 
there are no tears in heaven! There, 
sorrow and sighing have for ever fled 
away. A tear in heaven ! Impossible ! 
A tear in Heaven! // wouU make an 
angel weep ! It would stop the harps of 
heaven with aU their lofty and seraphic 
strains. A tear in heaven I It would be 
contagious, it would fill all other eyes 
with tears, till all heaven would weep 
aloud. 

Oh, no! there are no tears in heaven. 
All are shed on this side the flood. All 
thm causes are found on this side Jordan. 
All that can excite ot eo\ifat\W\fc ^f^ Xssss!^^ 
J8 found only m \Xv\^ ^^xV^- ^^>C^x»J^ 
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that could give canse for weeping will be 
found " beyond the river." All the wU- 
lows are on this tide. There was a Baehim 
in the earthly Canaan, but there is none 
above. 

'* Here, amid the tents of strangers, 
I my cross mnst carry still, 
^^llere these saints once went through dangers 
My appointed course folfiL* 
Here, where oft my strength appears 
Meeting into feeble tears, 

*' So the wish grows deeper, fonder, 
Friend of sonls Thj face to see, 
In Thy pleasant Salem, yonder. 
Where no tear nor sigh may be: 
And Orod'B presence on the sight 
Shines in pure, unshadowed light.*' 

Such will be heaven. A tearless pla 
And when we reflect upon the mnltipl 
causes that give rise to the sorrows 
this time-state, and think how imposs 
It IB, with tearless eye, to ■pwa thro 
^Ae dark Falleys " on ttAa svfli^ 5w 
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ive are compelled to say with David, — 
" My tears have been my meat day and 
night." This revealed truth, therefore, 
should excite hope in the hearts of those 
whose life and path has been one of spe- 
cial trial and peculiar sadness. And if, 
through the heavy pressure of earth's 
toils and burdens, such have felt con- 
strained to say with Job, ** I would not 
live alway " (vii. 16), let them still re- 
member, that there is a brighter day 
before them, and a clearer sky. A land 
where no cloud darkens, and no sorrow 
comes. 

And the revelation of heaven, as a 
place where "God shall wipe away all 
tears from off all faces," is given as con- 
solation to those who water their couch 
with tears all night. Life's journey 
is rough and rugged, and most of the 
Christian pilgrims find it so. But one 
of the most consoling comiot^s^ ^\>2ss5^'^^ 
God of all grace baa giNCT. ^^>s^^^^^^^ 
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pilgrims is, the promise, assurance, and 
prospect, of a tearless heaven. A place 
where, 

** Not a wave of troable rolls 
Across the peacefal breast*' 

And this promise and prospect, so as- 
sarcd as it is by Jehovah's irrevocable and 
infallible promise, so rich and beautiful 
as it is in idea, description, and Scripture 
metaphor, is full of consolation to all who 
are going ^' from strength to strength till 
they appear in Zion before God.'' And it 
would be well if we could all, writer as 
well as reader, draw closer to this word of 
consolation, and especially so in any of 
life's sorrowful seasons. Then, oh, theui 
to be able to look up and to say, ''Then 
are no tears in heaven! " This will dry 
the tearful eye. It will melt the heort 
into the most submissive resignation, and 
make it teely not only moxeieady to endure 
^hose things which are moslt \,i?jva%,\s^'N 
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will make the soul feel ready to depart at 
any moment, A reflection upon this 
feature in the fatnre blessedness of heaven 
"will make the sonl feel at times that it is 
even " better to departs* and to " be with 
Christ," than to water life's chequered 
pathway with the tear-drops of sorrow and 
bereavement. Such a view of heaven, 
kept alive and vivid before the mind, will 
make the soul less earthly. For it will be 
led to see that, amid all that earth can 
yield in the way of peace, and joy, and 
happiness, there is mingled with its 
sweetest joys a bitterness and sorrow. It 
will be 1^ to reflect, that, while heaven is 
all foy, all sunny brightness and everlast- 
ing calm that knows no eventide — that 
knows no night — yet, here on earth, the 
most favoured spot has its dark clouds and 
storms, and that now, and here, there is no 
tearless Eden where earth's weeping sons 
and daughters may go «xA %xA ^^ x&ss.- 
drops there. No, \\. \^ T^eavm, ^V^^^ "^^ 
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inhabitants "never Bay,I am sick." It 
heaven, where there are no headaches — i 
heart-acheal It la Aeaven, wliere the. 
ore no 

" Ch&ngiug scenes and djing friends." 

lb is heaven, where there is "iieitb< 
sorrow nor crying, bnt where the formi 
things have passed away." It is heat» 
where there is " a morning withoi 
clouds," followed by 

" High eternal noon." 

It is heaven, where the poor pilgrim, i 
foot-sore, so weary and jaded, shall fir 

no cause for tears. 

Yes, heaven is the place of victory; or 
if all are to be victors, — " more than coi 
querors through Him who hath loved na 
— then, oh, then, where will be the can 
for tears? They who " shall have waah< 
i/ieir robca and made tWm, ■sV.\\a \a d 
blood of the rinmb," «iW tc w» ^■oA oV 
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melody of " the new song " that they will 
even forget the tears they have shed, 

•* And sing more sweet, more loud," 

than they have ever sung in the vale of 
tears. 

They who are ^' counted worthy " to go 
" in by the gates into the city," will have 
'^ palms in their hands." But who would 
shed a tear beneath a palm f They are to 
have crowns on their heads; but who 
would shed a tear beneath " a crown of 
glory that fadeth ^lot away ! " Men cannot 
weep without some cause; but they all 
must weep when certain causes are in 
operation. But neither of these will be 
the case in heaven. There will be no 
cause to weep. All that could give rise to 
the sorrowful emotions will have passed 
away. All that could make the heart sad 
and sorrowful will be among the things 
that have vanished. ^\v\V^ ^ ^^ ^^ 
possibly contribute lo c5lg\^otl^^^^'«^^'^'^ 
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and pleasure will be in eternal existenoe. 
Jesos^ the son of onr earthly joys, and 
'* the life of our delights/' will be there, as 
Watts so beautifully sings, — 

" There the blest Man, my Sayiour sits, 
The God, how bright He shines 1 
And scatters infinite delights 
O'er all those happy minds.** 

Yes, Jesta is Ui&re. And that of itsolf 
is enough to make all heaven tearless and 
happy. For if, even now, amid the pil- 
grim journey of life, he can sing.— 

" San of my soul, my Saviour dear. 
It is not night if Thou be near,**— 

what shall they say, who are where " the; 
have no need of the candle, but where ib 
Lamb is the light thereof ? " 

But to the aged this feature of heaYf 
must have a very special charm. To tfai 
wbo8e white and snowy Vieuds^ inn) 

■ 

ejea, wrinkled brow, and Ivxtto^^ ^ 
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declare that they have spent some foar- 
Boore Winters and more in ''this waste 
and howling wilderness; " and whose tot- 
tering^ trembling gait, tells ns that they 
are getting neat the valley of the Jordan, 
this snbject mast be very welcome. 
Their eyes, now dim and beclonded by the 
dasky eventide of life, have often shed the 
tear along the tedious pathway of their 
pilgrimage. Yes, they can look back and 
see many a Bochim. They can see, back 
in the distance, the things that made them 
weep. They can remember " all the wfty ;" 
and helpftil memory brings np a long line 
of sorrows and trials, that made them sit 
in sackcloth and ashes. 

But, notOf home appears in view. NoWy 

hey desire to forget *^ the things that are 

ehind, and press forward to those that 

•e before, for the prize of their high 

lling of God in Christ Jesus." They 

3 led to believe tivafc " \Xi% Mvca^ ^ S^^qc^ 

empfcion drawelYi m^J' %»Si.^^^^^'^ 
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thought of heaveiiy with all its tearless 
maltitade^ '^more than 'any man can num- 
ber/' fills their weary souls with some- 
thing like an ecstasy. It makes them 
long to be gone. And especially is this 
so, if the last hours of their life, in- 
stead of being surrounded by comforts, 
and calmed by circumstances of social 
competency, are embittered by all that 
is distressing in social and domestic 
life. Oh, then, heaven must be hailed 
as a tearless home. And oh, how many 
there are whose last days are all cloud and 
storm! How many of God's saints^ who 
are '* the excellent of the earth," are called 
to endure some of their sharpest and 
severest trials in the last hours of their 
journey! How often does some trial in 
the family, or in the business, blast all their 
hopes; cut off a life-long prospect; and 
bring down their grey hairs with sorrow 
io the gravel Oh, the last days of many 
of Ood*8 pilgrims need a\\ tix^ winl^ 
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which the prospect of a tearless heaven 
can give them. 

Bat there it is, aged saint! II is re- 
served in Jieavenfor thee. Thou wilt soon 
drop the very last tear. Thy tears cannot 
last longer than human breath. And if 
Jesus is thine, and thon art dying in His 
arms, He will wipe the last tears away, 
and bear thee into everlasting light. 

*' That clime is not like this doll clime of ours; 

All, aU is brightness there ! 
A sweeteif influence breathes around its flowers, 

And a far milder air. 

No calm below is like that calm above; 
No region here is like that realm of love; 
Earth's softest Spring ne'er shed so soft a light; 
Earth's brightest Summer never shone so bright. 

That sky is not like this sad sky of ours, 

Tinged with earth's change and care; 

Vo shadow dims it, and no rain-cloud lowers: 
No broken sunshine there ! 

ne everlasting stretAYi oi^axa^^cyox^ 

» stainless pleasuT^ o'ec VXvo«^ %vs^^»a^S^^-«^^ 



•0 







<j;toif' 



^*>^** 



,ii4 



^m*'*' 



CfO. 



\ 



\\ 









Yj>J 



oW 






oi^e^^^ltwe^ 



\ 









iWt^i 



ivt^c 



i^^^';.et5 V-:,^et^s 



jv'v^' ov>s^^:w6 






\ 



the tbo^^ 






There are no Tears in IIeaiven» 129 

to us only to sweeten eyery moment of our rest. 
For sin, our deepest sorrow, comes not there. 
There, oh. Christian! 'the evil heart of un- 
belief' throbs no more, and the poisoned gar- 
ment of the flesh has fallen from thee for eyer." 
— Kby. Jambs D. Burns. 

** Jerusalem, my happy home ; 

Name erer dear to me; 
When shall my labours have an end 

In joy, and peace, and Thee ? 
Jerusalem, my happy home. 

My soul still pants for thee; 
Then shall my labours hAve an end, 

When I thy joys shall see."— Dickson. 

'* After the Christianas tears, 
After his fights and fears, 
After his weary cross, 
* All things below but loss ' — 

What then ? 
Oh 1 then— a holy calm, 
nesting on Jbsvs' arm, 
Oh 1 then — a deeper love 
For the pure home aboye. 



After this \io\y ^^m^ 
This rest on 3^^\3^' «^^^ 
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"TEARS OF THE PILGRIMS." 

COMMENDATORY NOTE 

BT THE 

LATE REV. HUGH ALLEN, D.D. 

Beztor of St, George the Martyr, Southwark, 



With more than ordinary pleasure I have 
made myself acquainted with the interesting 
and useful little volume, '* Tears of the 

PiLGEIMS IN THE SUNLIQHT OP HeaVEN." 

My early acquaintance with the Rev. Mr. 
F&ITH, which was of a most providential and 
intimate character, and which had something 
to do with his position as a minister of Jesus 
Christ, has caused me to take a very great 
interest in the volume. 

Moreover, upon a perusal of the contents^ 
I am well able to recomm^iv^ \\. \ft '^^ ^i^'sc^- 
^lon of all ChfistiaiiB. 
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There are few of the family of God who 
have not Bhed all the teart mentioned in this 
book. And irrespectiye of my partiality for 
the Author, the volame itself is well written, 
sayours strongly of deep personal experience, 
and is fall of Scriptural truth. 

Such treatises are more useful to the 
Christian Ohurch than can be conceived ; 
and whatever instructs and comforts the 
Christian Pilgrim, must be of very great 
value. 

Praying for the Holy Spirit's blessing, I 
most heartily and earnestly recommend this 
interesting volume. 

HUGH ALLEN, DJ>., 
Rectob or St. Oeobge the Mabttb, 

SOUTHWARK. 
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